Moorish origin, was being restored and transformed
into a club-house. Some vandals had knocked off
the head of a very fine Renaissance Madonna
and old manuscripts of Gregorian church music lay
trampled behind the organ. Everything that could
still be retrieved was carried away to a safe place,
and a few peasant boys, who helped us with the
work, wore a guilty look as they said : " We did not
know that such things could have any value."
But how could they know ? Who had ever taught
the poor to appreciate the value of art ? In this
connection a Czech lieutenant hit upon the idea
of delivering before the village youth a lecture on
Spanish art. They listened with respectful atten-
tion ; but, as could be seen from their eyes, the
biggest moment of the evening was after the lecture,
when a debate took place on the subject of setting
up a cultural centre in the church and arrange-
ments were discussed for giving the first mixed dance
in the village. It was to be at the same time a
musical evening with a choir. The choirmaster was
a young German, who told me only the other day
that he had but a short time to live. It was found
impossible to extract a bullet from under his heart
and he was slowly but surely dying of lead poisoning.

And   the   village   children . . .   There   is   no
greater   friendship   than   that   existing   between